ijo thou to Richarc^and good Angels garde thee. 

Go thou to fan6luarie,gocd thoughts poflefle thee, 

1 to my grauc where peace and rett lie with me, 
Eightieoddeyearesoflortow haue I fcene, 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a wceke oftccne. 

The Trumpets founds Enter Richard crorvnd \ Bucking- ~ 
ham,Catesby rttth other Nobles. 

King Stand al apart. Ccohn of Buckingham, 

h f d ', Here be afeendetb 

Thus high by thy aduice tbetbrm. 

And thy alTiHancc is king Richard leaced; 

ButiTial vve wcarc thefo nonours for a day ? 

Orfhall they Ialf, and wereioicc in them. 

Buc, Stil liue they, and for cucr may they Iait. 

KingRi, O Buckingham, now do 1 plaie the touch, 

To trie iftbou be currant gold indeed; 

^ oung Edwaidliues t thinke now what I would fay, 

Buc. Saie on my gracious foueraigne. 

King Whie Buckingham, 1 faie 1 would be king. 

Buc. Whicfoyou are my thrice renow nedjiege. 

King Ha : am I king ? tis fo, but Edward liues. 

Buc. True noble prince. 

King O bitter con 'equcnce, 

That Edward flil Ihould liue true noble prince. 

Coofin, thou w ert not wont to be fo dul : 

Shal I be plaine i I vvilE the baflards dead. 

And I would haueit fuddenlic performde. 

What laid thou ? lpcake fuddenlic, be brie fo. 

Buc. Your grace may doe your pleafure. 

King Tut,tut, thou art all yce,thy kindnefle freezeth, 

Saie, haue I thy confont that they lhaldie ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath,fomc little paufo my lord, 

Before I pofitiuelic lpcake herein : 

I wil refolue your grace immediatlie. Exit. 

Catef. The king is angtie, fee , he bites the lip. 

King I wil conucrfe with iron witted looks 
And vnrefpcdfiue boies, none are for me 
That looke into me with confiderate eies ; 

Boy, 




of. Richard the third 

Boy.hkh reaching Buckingham growes circumlpcdf. 

V M y Lord - - 

K«g. Knowft thou not any Whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a dole exploit of death. 

Tty. Mylord,Iknowadifoontentedgendeman, 

Whofe humble mcanes match not his haughtie mind, 
Gould were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name. 

Bey. His name my Lord is Tirrell. 

King. Gocali him hither prefontlie. 

The deepe reuoluing.witdeBuckingham, h.. 

No more lhall be the neighbour to my counfcll, , 

Hath be lb long held out with me vntirdc 
And flops he nowc for breath? Enter Darby. 

, How now,what neewes with you? 

Da>by. My Lord, I hearcthe Marques Dorfot 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole partes beyond the leas where he 
abides. 

King. Catcsby. Cat. My Lord. 

King, Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is licke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofot . : i . 

Enquire me out fome meane born e gentleman, 

Whom I will marriellraightto Clarence daughter, 
Theboyiifbolifl^andi fearenochhm -u 

.ooke how thou dreamft : Hay againe giue out 
ThatAnnemywifeisfickeandliketodie. •: Tlo :• *‘ 
About it, for it Hands me much vpon 
Jo Hop all hopes whole growthmaydamadgemc, 

ImuH be niatried to my brothers daughter, ' 
r elfc my kingdeme Hands on brittle glaflc, 
MuitherHerbrothcrs,andthenmarriehcr, • ?oc . 
«certainevvaieofgaine,bLtIamin o.H a 

0 ar in bloud that finne will pluckeon fin, 
r. C ? rC faIiin S pifoe dwcls not m this eic. Enter Terrel. 


Istb 


lOfflf 


ynamc/irpU? 

h r ' lames Tirrell and your moHobedient ftbfc& 

I King. 
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